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TRAGLE-COMICAL FARCE; 
OR, THE 


DEAD ALIVE AG AIN. 


4 2 1 


— The Frouery Soak. 
_m Spare-ribs and gri . 


SPARE-RIBS. 

moſt obedient —— Mr Agri- 
culture; how do you do this morning ? 
Agriculture. Pm glad to fee you, Parſon. What 


news, foreign or domeſtic ? 


Spare. Diſaal ! ob yery diſmal news, indeed |! 


Oh l amthe moſt _ unfortunate, the moſt wretched - 


of all wretched m undone! alas! alas! 
Agri. Undone, Sir! Pray what unfortunate 


| breeze has diſturbed your peace of mind, 2 


tated yous ſyſtem i in this extraordinary 


mu 
„ 


- 


Agri. Tour wife } and what of her ?—Is ſhe 
brought. to bed of a y parſon? 

Spare. Oh! the amiable woman !—but you had 
not the honour of her acquaintance, ſhe's gone, 
alas | Pm undone without a remedy | 

Agri. Have patience, my dear Parſon, bear it 
like a Chriftian.—She has paid the debt of na» 
ture,-QOur accounts will be called for ſoon. 

| Spare. But then, Sir, you little know how ami- 
able a woman ſhe was. She was virtuous, bene - 
volent, tender hearted. Oh ! ſhe wag——but were 
I to recapitulate all her virtues, the ſun would be 
depreſſed below the Weftern horizon ere I had 
half done ben. Sir, feeling to the laſt ?—Aye 
to the very laſt, Mr Agriculture. 

Agri. You muſt moderate paſhons, my 
good Sir, and meet affliction with becoming for- 


affairs? 

Spare. There ſhe behaved like a of 
honour, of true taſte, of diſcernment, oh God! 
what an amiable woman have I loſt !— She has left 
me ſole heir and executor. Oh my friend! I ſhall 
never forget her! 


had to a conſiderable amount. 
Spare. Oh! conſiderable property ! conſiderable 
! when the and I uſed to have our fricares, 
che would threaten to leave it paſt me but I knew 
der to be an aſfectionate creature. | | 
Ari. Have you any friend, in London, who 
rr 
Spare. That is the thing which brought 
me here.—Indeed 2 
reſent —My dear friend, I want your advice. 
Tris pericranium of mine is full of ſorrow, diſ- 
tuuſt, ſcheme, daubta, and fears. 


4 


titude —Did the die ſuddenly ?—bas the ſettled her 


Agri. I think 1 have heard you ſay, that ſhe 


deed that is my whole buſineſs at 


| 
| 


Agri. To be ſure it is a trying ſituation, but it is 
to look after the effects ; you know, =- 
are the tokens of your former love and amity, and 

will be laſting mementoes of that conjugal felicity 

you ever enjoyed. 

Spare. Oh! thou moſt excellent of all orators, 
that from the heart t the heart of thy at- 
tentive hearer. I muſt employ an attorney - but 
ſuch knaves! I may be bilked of all!. 

18 Employ another as a chech upon the 
ſt 
Spare, A confounded good thought f. ve 

me my fins — but they may be both n 
Ar Right, they may be fo indeed; you can- 

not be too citcumſpect; have you not one acquaint» 

ance that can be truſted? 

82 Oh Lord I—I have it — An old lady of 
camdeur, | believe, that will do the buſineſs ſwing- 
ingly. 

* And ſhould ſhe too have a leaky bottom, 
25 > mccker wilddo > od upon a 

Spare. Let me embrace thee, my deareſt friend, 
what could be done without thy tafe counſel — F 
Adieu, for the prefent, I ſhall pur the whole in 
motion immediately, and none WE you fee me, 
you will ſee me— 

Agri. Better reconciled to your ſituation per- 
haps. LExcunt. 


— 


SCENE II. 


AGRICULTURE folus, 

A ſtrange creature this! His head turns round, 
his tongue faulters, he is all miſtruſt I for what? 
by, for tear IE NT bis amiable wite 

| e 


ſhould net be dead; not becauſe ſhe is dead, for 
this letter of his rather leaves him in the dark, I 


think; yet this ſame Parſon does not want for 


ports, no more than he wants for feeling. He ſeems 
to be vety much affected with the loſs of his 
wife, and as bis affliction ſeems to be real, faith 4 
almeſl pity the poor devil. — But he is 
his buſineſs, nor mult mine be negi 
ho! Clodpole, come hither my lad. 


—. 


Scene III. 
Enter Cladpole. 3 
Ari. Well Clodpole, is the ſhip arrived, that 


was to bring the egg cheſts, &c. what news? Eb F 
| facrah, 


Cledyele. C Scratching his ears) News! wey be 


Spare-ribs has arrived, after a wery favourable 
paiſage—thar's all. 
Agri. Mrs Spare- 
i ralcal.—The l late Parfon a 
after his death, nd will che wile of the prefent 
incumbent fare no better ?— What ! hs my 
brought her corpſe here ?—Hey day | pretty w 


dens l—1 ſhall write the Parſon. * a horſe 


ready immediately. [Exit Clodpole, 


[Scene changes to another apartment, nf Moo 


Agriculture reading, and = 
Reverend Sir, 


% mn 


ma faith maiſter, I hear na news. cept that Ms 


e-ribs arrived l O thou blun- 
to you. 


„%% 0 $3 =——— a cog 5 


** 


6 


too alread * 
** Yours fincerely, 
AGRICULTURE. 
To him Clodpole, 


| F am ready Maiſter. 

i Agriculture. Giving him the letter] Be as ac- 
tive as poſſible then, and carry that letter to Mr 
Clad. Aye, aye, that I ſhall, —Baffy ſhall pay 
for that, I's warren ye. As he goes owt } Her re- 
mains wants to be entered, elſe they might be ſeiz. - a 
able. Lord what queer wark. [Exeunt, ©} 


* 


OY 


1 0 
Scexs I. The Parſonage. 
Enter Cladpele. 


] ramss that be the Parſon's door. {raps } 
| To him Mi/s More, 

Cid. Your ſervant meiſtreſs lady, is the Pat» 
fon at whoame with reverence ? 

As More. And if he __ 775 what 
does irre verence want with him? / ucaliagiy 

Cal. Nay I wants nothing— bis wife's 222 
ved — that's all, and wants to be entered at the 
Cuſtom-houſe.— This paper will tell ye the reſt 
on't ; and how ſhe'll be terred as maiſter was ſay - 
ing.— Your ſervant lady meiſtrefs. 

A, More, Mrs Spare-ribs the devil's in 
the man !—She is dead and rotten, thank God! 


SE; 


Cad. Not for dead as you imeſſſine, ne 
ha ! ha! ha ] nor fo rotten 270 would have her. 
—But let the paper 1 for himfeif. Your 
* 42 1 


Pray Sally, my dear, what flutters you ſo 
much? Your whole frame is agitated and con- 
vulſed.—W hat's the matter? : 

1. More Read that Parſon, {giving him the 


letter } and you'll be in the ſame —— 1 


am afraid. 
Spare ribs reads, ; 

I am forry to inform you. that your wife's bodi- 
remains are arrived at , and ought to be 
interred with all poſſible ſpecd, as they have been 
too long kept already, 

Your's ſincerely, 
| AGRICUL TURE. 


( Lets fall the letter ) Heavens above all | I am 
the moſt unfortunate of all unfottunates !—con- 
tinually diſappointed, thwarted, croiled, cajoled, 
and cezened, by that jade, Dame Fortune, as the 
poets call her.—Could they not have buried her 
where the died, and be damned to them ? 

Miſs Mere. Misfortunes will come whether 
one will or not, Parſon.— But you can bury her 
upon very moderate terms. 

Spare. Terms! confounded terms indeed, my 
dear, — This is an unfortunate difaſter. —What 
terms, my girl? 

Miſs More. Bargain with an undertaker..— 
Lord, Parſon, have you been fo long in London, 
and do not know theſe uſeful men. —If one get 
a bad huſband, or a wor/e wife out of the way, by 
any means, theſe officious fouls will do the reſt of 


* 


 _ Spare. Oh! I know undertakers well Be- 
| tween you and me, 'tis not the firſt time t 
| have done mea goed turn. —But this illiterate, un- 


ſociabfe country, peopled with two-legged animals, 
has no perſon a arch enough in it to employ in fuch 


| 2 cafe, 
| Miſs Mere. Never puzzle your brain about 
| you a man for the purpoſe in a mo- 


that I'll fend 


| ment,—Peggy, 80 bring Mr Adze the undertaker 
here. 


2 and inform my good friends at ———— 


* [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Reverend Sir, . 
I have the misfortune to inform you, that my 
amiable ſpouſe departed this hfe about a week 
ago.—My hand can fcarcely hold the pen, my 
mind is fo agitated with the recent loſs — Words 
Cannot paint the virtuous qualifications of that 
' adorable creature, Come then exprefbble filence, 
and cloſe the dreary ſcene. Let my other friends 
know my misfortune, ſo that they may commi- 
ſerate with my loſs, and ſhed the mutual tear. 
As I propoſe, * ſome future period, to ſell the 
houſes you were fo kind as to draw the rents of, 
for my dear wife, I hope, till then, you will no 
| leſs oblige (by the ſame friendly office) your afflic- 
ted friend, 


SPARE-RIBS. 


( 1 ) 


P. 8. She has left me heir of all—I dan * 
never forget her. 


This is a good doſe of mournings—I muſt next 
1% | 


| Enter Miſe More. 
Parſon, here is the undertaker, Mr Adze, 
Spare-ribs, from his fludy. . Thunder and light- 
ning, the devil l how Pm interrupted. 
Miſs More. The Undertaker, good Mr Par- 


ſon. 
to him 1mmedi- 


Spare. Oh yes! I ſhall ſpeak 
_ ately—Walk in Mr Adze. How do you do Mr 
Adze, how do you do? 
Adze, Very well, Sir; pray what are your de. 
mands with me ? 
Spare. Demands! Pre no demands. I want 
you to do a fmall job for me—My amiable wite 
died at London, where ſhe ought to have been bu- 
ried—but by ſome miſtake or other they have ſent 
her here—Can her Mr Adze ? : 
Ace. I can make a coffin, and the Sexton can 
bury ber. 

Spare. Confound your ſtupidity ! what will you 
take for the whole job, done in as frugal a man- 
ner as poſſible? 

Adze, I never did any thing in that way, fo 
do not well know F eee 
8 Ob Rif necked will you ne- 
ver be driven out of the beaten aukward track, am- 
bled in by your anceſtors —Bury her any how, and 
you ſhall have five ſhillings. 

Adze, Five thillings ! 4 ſhillings is too little. 
I could not bury her decently under one guinea. 

Spare. Hang decency! Hugger mugger her 
any way jeu rogue. 


( m } 
TM the deor—wwalls i 
l ot 2 <a: wg 


Spare. { Lovking about fre his Mercy on 
me !— Gods !—N OY Heaers! What Gs 
1 
did I believe in gods, 

tions, till now!!! F Rep uff dn Hi 1 5 r. 
in the name of ——, Ah Miſs More, I am 
ſtrangely agitated ! a little beaume de vie /—lI faint | 


An gone Quick! this 1s too much, indeed, 
indeed ! (faints } 


L More comes running 
N 
2 


in ; farts back at the 
parlour. —T he Undertaker 
„ and = Mrs Spare-ribs to ſurvey 
in a 


Spare. ( recovering } Oh ! Gg am I dreaming, 
in a trance ; or—where am I 

Mrs Spare. 8725er 
a trance; or — where am I? 

Miſs More, What unmannerly hufly are you to 
inſult a gentleman in his own houſe, and in ſuch 
a terrible fituation ? 

Mrs Spare. And what baſe ſtrumpet are you, 
with your prominent belly, to infult that gentle= 
man's wife ?—Come, cheer up, Parſon, and wel- 
come me home. | | 

Miſs More. Heavens! is the Dead alive again 
then all our ſecret amours are at an end. 2 
1 — ae leave us to our - 


[M5/+5 retires ; Mrs Spare-ribs tales up Agriculture's 
better and reads it, wh pared faber i. 
felf a — 


cn) 
| Mee are. Now, Mr Parſon, are you 
3 remains of your wife, after this 


too long |—Tes, my 
— 2 and I *. * will be ſtill 
| Spare-ride. (ring ) To bleſs my future 7 
and that I may have it in my power to teſtify, to 
ſhew you that I live only 
Mrs Spare. To make m Fs fs ſtill more miſe- 
able. Ait 1 may judge by 
demonſtration, you © load your life much in the o/d 
_ iyle, although your ſtyle be at preſent new. Ah 
_ villain ! happy would you have been, had the con · 
tents of this letter been true. Ah! ungrateful 
moniter! 


Spare. { ſaluting his wife) My deareſt wife, 


words cannot expreſs the picalure I feel on ſeeing ö 


you here — My head turns round with joy—with 
confuſion at your reſurrection— I was juſt prepa- 
_ for London, on 4 to 222 
to your remains — This has interrupted 
deed! 
- Hrs Spare, Now as you are fo joyful, ſo con. 
founded, ſo furpriſed, fo diſappointed at my re- 
ſurreQion, which your own eyes have evidenced, 
(A thing you never verily believed in before) I hope 
you do not intend to take a journey ſo dy/agreeable ? 
- That does not alter my intention in the 


leaſt. The Landon buſineſs cannot be deferred. 1 


have ſettled all my par; buſineſs, and ſhall write 
my friends at ot your fafe and welcome 
arrival. 

Mrs Spare. Who, I make no doubt, will be very 


glad to hear of my /afe, and at the fame time be 


3 of my welcome ar. 


_ rival, b Eni, 


reconci. 


the prefent ocular 


prodigions fight! Why dont you get them a, 


| 
| 


( 13 . 
SY þ 17. | N 


ny laſt 1 mentioned the denth of my wife 3 


is is the land of ghoſts and apparitions, 
on . one has appear- 

— — 
teſtable company, — 


Tours, &c. 
SPARE-RIBS, 


| To the R. r. 


THE 


| AGREEABLE SEPARATION. 


COMIC ENTERTAINMENT. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN. 


A Parſon; 
A Scotchman ; 

A Publican ; 
His Waiter ; 


WOMAN» 
Mrs Spare- xibs, The Parſon's Wife. 


THE 


AGREEABLE SEPARATION. | 


COMIC ENTERTAINMENT. 


* 


Ce Tk 
Scens I. The Parſonage. 


SPARE-RIBS AND SCUM. 


8 I have an affair of importance t 
juſt now, and muſt do it 
means, can you tell a ſtory, my 
Scum, Truſt me for that, S1 
maiſter, if it be to ferve 
that ſhall bamboozle all 
dom to match it, ( afde } 
as thanked me for the laſt 
count—when I aſſured my miſtreſs 
gone to viſit Mr ——, when he was 
B 3 


n) 


M:fſs ——, but a Glent tongue makes a wiſe head, 
as he himſelf once told me. Lord, what wiſe 


ſtor ĩes tools will tell betimes !—but mum. 
dare. You know, Seum, that your worthy mif- 
trete, and my dear wife, poor woman, not being 
accuſtomed to live in ſuch a ſolitary place as this, 
hath been melancholic ever fince ſhe came here 
_ _ Ecum. O lud! O lud ill of cholic ever ſince ſhe 
came here !—then, maiſter, ſhe cannot live 
for my mother, Sir, died of it in .lefs than — 
days, and 
Fare. Confound thy inſolence, thou varlet, thus 
to interrupt me! will that infernal tongue of thine 
never learn tobe ſilent? another word for thy life ! 
( offers to lic him} Diaſt thou not hear me ſay 
mel—ancholic, Sir ! —— 
Scum. O mailter! maiſter ! I am done, I am 


_ 
- Audios fo ts thus become a prey to 
3 her defire is to go and reſide in 
therefore, thou varlet, thou mult go to 
the poſthouſe immediately, and tell Mr Punctual 
to ſend here directly two of his moſt truſty horſes, 
bis be{t carriage, a methodical driver, and with all 
theſe, tell him to be ſure to ſend a large quantity 
of ſtraps, rapes, & c In all affairs of importance, 
regularity and a properly adapted ſcheme, is abſo · 
Jutely neceflary. I am a great lover of method, 
thou infignificant ; nothing like method to me.— 
Scum. Nor to me neither, maiiter, I love them 
too; me are good peopleg—— 
Spare. Damn thy impudence ! is thy tongue—— 
Scum. Maiſter, maiſter, I'll not do it again. 
Spare. Now, thou raſcal, thou haſt thy meſſage, 
fly like lightning, and tell Punctual diſtinly = £4 
I have related to thee, and one blunder for thy 
fe! 


” 


_ . 


Spare. But, ſtop; ſtop, thou ſon of a , till I 
bring thee a letter to carry to Mr , my worthy 


| Scum, ſolus. . 

Scum. And tell him to fend a large quantity of 
ſtraps and ropes : The Lord have mercy on us and 
deliver us from _— Se Gingo he is going 
to- hang her :—A cure for the cholic indeed ! 
the wreteh ! the wretch! Happy would he be, as 
the folks ſay, to have her in heaven; and were it 
not for fear of being hang'd, be would have fent 
her there long ago; but though he was once in the 
army, he was na ſoldier ; his own ſhadow in a moon - 
light. night would, as the folks fay, give him, at 
lealt, a fevere fit of the ague.——As I have a 
regard for my meiltreſs, I certainly will go and 
tell her what he has ſent me to do, that ſhe-may 
take care of herfelf ;—but ſtay, if he know that 
told her, by St Mumpfimus, he will be along fide. 
of me and make me fuffer for all; and then where 
is my profit? —No, no, a ſilent tongue makes a.wiſe 
head—it is man, mind yourſelf: If he ſhould both 
hang and drown her, what is that to me? 

Enter Spare-ribs, with a letter, 
Spare. Here, Sir, carry that to Mr ——, 


Scum. Yes, maiſter. Exit. 
Fpare-vibs, ſolus. | 


Spare Oh, Fortune ! Fortune ! how diſmal are 
thy frowns! thy ſmiles are pleaſure, happineſs, ec- 
ſtacy, but thy frowns are death! Like a ball I am 

tofled, now high, now low, at thy pleaſure, and 
know no continuance of reſt} Hope dawns, but 
no fooner does the dawn appear than, as the poet 
emphatically expreſſes it, darkneſs, that may be 


( 20 ) 


felt, overſpreads the proſpect, and hope is no more; 
I thought to have been perfectly happy at laſt ;— 
but that curſed reſurrection has undone my 


O woman! woman! or rather, O wife! wife ! what 
as 


evils does that word comprehend ? So 
women are * — — angels, Zul nays 
every thin give them hand 

A ray of hope darts through the diſmal gloom 
of my preſent fituation, and prognoſticates a re- 
turn of happineſs; but how long that ray will con- 
tinue, who knows? perhaps, in a very ſhort time, 
another re ſurtection (hall take place, and then my 
happineſs ſhall * and all my pleaſure fly, and 
tuen m 


| Eater Mrs Spare-ribs. 
Mrs Spare. You are meditating, I think Mr 


Parſon. 

- Who art thou—O thou chief ingredient 
in the cup of my ha 
it thee 7 Yes, indeed, my ſweeteſt, I was in pro- 
found meditation, thou knoweſt IL am ſtudious, a 
man of genius is ever 

Mrs Spare. But, Mr Parſon, as I am certain that 
I have been an eye-fore, and an heart-ach to you 
ever fince I came here, I long now to be gone: 
I would wiſh, at all times, to contribute to your 
WWW 


ws And will you go away then, my dear? 
Mrs Spore Yes, Sir, as 1 ſaid before, in order 


Spare. Tos: are too ſatirical, my. Jovelieſt, believe 
me, you are too ſatirical; how your ſuggeſtions 
A a man of my ſeakdility ; you do not know 


my amiable wife, is | 


Enter Scum and Punfual. 


Scum. Your ſervant, Sir, are Mr Punctual, 
the landlord of this houſe ? 2 8 ge 


him, and with all theſe, you muſt be ſure to ſend 
a methodiſt driver; for my maiſter ſays, that he 
loves methodiſts dearly. 

Punct. Yes, your maiſter loves methodiſts as 
dearly, I believe, as cats love muſtard, or dogs love 
fnuff ; their ſobriety of conduct and piety 


of de- 
meanour ſuit ill with the laxneſs of his ſentiments, 
and the eccentricity of his conduct but tell him 


T 


Scenes III. | 
The Parſonage, with a Chaiſe at the Door. 


Ao here. Nen ie and bbs my 
— ang „ 


ACT K 
Scens I. An Inn. 


| Pundi. Your ſervant, Mr Spare-ribs, I hope you 
are very well, I am glad to fee you. 
Spare. Je qty, ny Mr Punctual, I am come 
to ſettle wit or conveying 2 my truly 
anddde with; what nov vine tliinds the | . 
Pun. A mere trifle, Sir, only five ſhillings.— 
The driver I ſhall leave to your own generoſity. 
I hope every thing was agreeable to your with, | 
am always punctual, Mr Spare-ribs, I am always 


me a good office, at this time, Mr Punctual, 

and to manifeſt my gratitude, I deſign to dine with 

du to day, and have a hearty glaſs afterwards. By 

ove, I ſhall never forget your driver. 

Pund. I am always pointed, Sir, and ready to 
ſerve gentlemen at the ſhorteſt notice. 

Spare. Is there any company in thedining-room ? 

I muſt have ſomething to refreſh my ſpirits, Mr 

Punctual; they are low, exceeding low at preſent ;- 

this unexpected ſeparation has given me a ſevere 

' melancholy, * 


the gratitude I feel for the good you have done me, 


Cringe, Dinner is on the table, Sir. 


[Scene changes to the Dining-room, and diſcovers Ro- 
— taking a ſnuff out of a crooked horn 


Ronald. Juſt as dearly, Sir, as fools love to dif. 


cover their own ignorance, and affectation its own 
deformity, , : 
Spare. f aſide ) A damn'd ſhrewd fellow this, but 
I will be up with him yet. I preſume, Sir, that 


a " * * NS — 
E — 8 
_ 
S 7 - 
- 


EF) 
pou hare erolfe the Tweed with 4 veiw to pre- 


Nonald. Yes, Sir, ſuch preferment as merit will 
allow ; but, in theſe days, preferment is often 
founded not merit but upon eaprice. 

You Seotch are always fond of prefer 
eſpeciall 


ter; 
news from the 00 may fr of the nes the 
Ronald. None at all, Sir, — 
critic, and a would- be- a- wit, called Dr Johnſon, 
has bidden adieu to this world, and gone, I ſup- 
pole, te*fee whether the Scotchmen in the other 
world be any more agreeable to him than in this. 
Spare, Ah yes, the great Dr Johnſon is dead 
indeed | What pity that men of ſolid penetra- 
oy Souls 262 > —_ as their fame! Dr 
hnſon, Sic, was t iterary us in Eng- 
1 2 — — 20 


your humble ſervant was 
y the beſt Jjuoges, to be the 


Ronald. Yes 1 have, Sir, ſome of them with 
» and ſome with diſpleaſure ; His Rambler, 


| Indeed, Sir, Iam of a different opinion ; 
he ſeems to me to be a man devoid of judgment, 


was certainly a bad one, to 
Swift in a part of his character where 


11 1 tainly 
. * Ronald. You miſtak 


41 And what do you think of the reſt of bi 
works 

Ronald.. Juſt what I think of thoſe that were 
juſt now mentioned; he is neither the divine ner 
the poet, nay, nor the hiſtorian ; be who he will, 
he has miſtaken his talents woefully. His poem 
upon the Creation is juſt a rodomontade of non- 
ſenſe, worſe than even the worſt of Grubſtreet, 
His other poems are a 


g. thrown te 


to the Engliſh nation, Sir; nay, Sir, let me tell 
99 ws you, Bey you fees 
e 15 to $ you to 

de his friend. 988 : 
| Spare. Yes, Sir, I am his friend, and to give you 
a juſt proof of it, as he is abſent, I demand fatisfac- 
tion of you for the injury you have done to his 
reputation, in thus ſcurrilouſly and ri- 
diculing not only his works, but himſelf ; his 
fame is immortal, Sir, his fame is — | 

Ronald 1 do not doubt, Sir, but I am afraid it is 
either as a fool, or a mas man, or both: — How. 
* - careaodoadcade | 
5 5 2 . 


* 


12 


2 friend, ſatisfaction you mall have, Sir, What 
fatisfaQtion do you chuſe to have? 1 
loſs, 1 think, to prove my aſſertions. 
Spare. An honourable ſatisfaction, Sir. 
Ronald. You are a man of honour then 
e at the 
. hazard of my life. 
Ronald. 1 
noiſe. 


own 

doubt it much, you make too mock 
—ſ afide Well, Sir, 2 ſatis faction. 
Spare. Either by ſword or pi or both, Sir. 
Ronald. Ei | Ether by (word or pill A Liltipu- 


tam devo indeed! Doſt thou think, that 1 will 
ſtoop fo low as to have a formal e with 
thee? 1 think I ſhould be at no loſs, if thou wert 


och of the houſe, to blow thee over it, 
ar of my mouth. - 

Spare. Take that, Sir, for th y.inſolence, (lend- 
„ and revile no 
6 Demon ! 


[ Ronald, without ſpeaking a word, takes him up in his 
arms, like a child, and holds his face to the five till 
bis eyes are ready to jump out ; then ſets bim down 
floor, and F 
Far 2 
a fountain. ] 


. Ronald. * I hope, 
and a bloody one tco, in the name of your friend. 
( nei rags ell } 


Enter Cringe. 
Ronald, Call your maſter here, Sir. 


(=) 


| Enter Punfual. 
Punt. What is the matter, Sir, What is the 
matter : r 
and hearing. groan 
Ronald. You ſeem . neſt 
of hornets in the neighbourhood, and one of them 
ing in here has been very troubleſome to me, till 
calmed it a little, and there it lies: Ibeg that you 
would carry it out, Mr Punctual, it raiſes a horrid 


it off, Mr Puntual ; carry it off, cr it will peiſon 
your houle.. 


LRunctual and ſervents drag aut Spare · ribs. 


Ronald, ſolus. 
Ronald, This Spare-ribs is certainly ———, the 
merit of whoſe works he was to anxious to know 
Good heavens ! what havock do fooliſh vanity and 
empty oſtentation make amongſt thy works! No 
creature is either vain or affected but man; man, 
who has the greateſt reaſon to be humble and 
ſincere: man, whoſe greateſt virtue is often negative, 
and whoſe greateſt praiſe is often diſgrace. This: 
fame is a vrieft, I dare fay. Alas! alas ! that edu- 
cation ſhould be ſo often beſtowed in vain, and the 
care of fouls entruſted to ſuch abandoned charac- 
ters! Can virtue prevail when impiety takes the 
lead ! This is an awful generation!. Exit, 


C 3 


(„ 


Scens Il, 
Changes to another Apartment in the Inn. 


Fog? Spare-ribe and Cringe, 

Spare. Oh, my head, my bead, Cringe, it aches 
damnably.— Go immediately, Sir, and bring Cut · 
| beard the barber to me, perhaps his lenient hand 
may do ſomething to recover me. : 

_ Cringe. Directly, Sir; but, alas! alas! Sir, I 
am afraid it is beyond his power to mend your 
head ; he may, and can mend your face, but none 
can mend your head, I doubt, but he that made it. 
You are ns athieſt, Sir, EF | | — 

Spare. Con found thy impertinence, thou varlet, 
do what I defire thee, or I will fend thee directly 
to thy fore fathers. 

Cringe. I go directly, Sir, and I hope you will 
remember me for this, as long as you promiſed 
to remember the chaĩſe- driver, and that was for- 
ever. | Dai. 


1 Fare. riß, ſol us. 0 
Spare. Dam nat ion ſeize all Scotchmen ! ſay I. I 


ba xe long had a deep rooted averſion to the Scotch, 


though I hardly knew wherefore, but gow I have 
more than reaſon. I have often heard that Scotch 

blood ſoon boils, but now I find it to my fad et- 
perience. I have al found that they are a 
damnable ſhrewd people, quick of invention and 
flow to conteſt ! Oh my eyes and my head! It was 


certainly raſh in me to reſent his remarks in fuch _} 


2 manner ; for, by G—d, they were nobly made, 
Md many of them juſtiy founded ; be is certainly 
a man of eminent abilities, he will ſhine in any 
ſtation Oh for duch eoolneſs as he is malter off ! 


61 ) 


5 E nier Cutbeard. 
Cut. W hat is the matter, Sir, what is the mat- 
ter that you have your head bound up? 

Spare. Oh, my good friend, Cutbeard, I am the 
man that have feen aſſtictions; ever fince I came 
into this world, one diſaſter hath come quick upon 
the heels of another; no ſooner am TI treed from 
one plague, than it is followed by all the plagues - 
of Egypt- 

Cut What is the matter, Sir? 

Spare. A few weeks ago I lived in happineſs, 
free from trouble, free from care ; but, in a ma- 
ment, in the twinkling of an eye, I was render- 
ed miſerable by the refurreCtion and arrival of 2 
wife, whom 1 ht in the ſhades below con- 
verfing with her dear ſiſter Xantippe, that famous 
matron of old, who always loved to humour her 

—. Now ſhe is gone, Sir, as I am informed. 

. Yes, Sir, but what of that? I have fal- 
&. into the hands of the Philiſtines. A damn'd 
Scotehman has almoſt roaſted out both my eyes, 
and ruined my poſteriors ; I cannot fit upright 
aud, I believe, it will be ſome day a befor 1 fal 
de able. Oh, for the (trength 3 Cut · 
| beard, that I might pull down the houſe about his 
ears, if he were within it, I would willingly meet 
with Sampſon's fate to be revenged upon the con- 
founded villain—revenge is ſweet to the valiant 
and the brave !—I ſhall never engage witha Scotch · 
man ſo long as I live; they are loaded mul- 
kets, Cutbeard, that will 80 off, and kill directly, 
if not cautiouſly handled. From all Scotehmen 
good Lord deliver me, is my earneſt prayer. . . - 

Cut. And mine too, Sir. I love them not. I am 

ſorry, Sir, that you have been ſo unfortunate. 


2 to recal the dear little angel Miſs —,. 
long now for her ecſtatic company and conver- 
ſation, O, my eyes Fmy eyes 

Cut You may, —__ but the people, Sir—and : 
you are a prieſt 

Spare, D—a the „what are the people 
to me? my fame is eſtabliſhed, and my charac- 
ter is far above their ſordid reach; I value them 
not, = I value them not—with the. old Roman 
0 vulgus et arceo, Let all . 

e go be damn'd; I hate them. 

Cut. Well, Sir, but if theſe things were ſo to: 
happen,. that ſhe ſhould——1 beg your-pardon, . 
Sir, perhaps I make too free, —1 ſay, it things were 
fo to happen that the. ſhould turn pregnant, 

then 

Spare. A ſuperexcellent hint, by 68 4.—I ne- 
ver attended to that.— Ob, my friend, a cordial 
embrace; I always had a good opinion of your: 
friendſhip and ingenuity, eas Lies have a proof 
fitive. You know, my good friend, that it is 


= politively ſaid, and politively afhrmed, by the pub- 


le, that he is married; and fend her to London, 
to her buſband for a ſhort „ 22 at her 
teturn, one ſafely ma 
Cut. Very ſately, dir, one may do what they 
pleaſe, without hazarding either his reputation or 
his vicarage, ha, ha, ha, I think we have made it 
out between us, Mr 
. Bravo! two heads are always better than 
one, ha, ha, 22 come, my | better genius, let 


think you can fog, Cutbeard ; you are 
woos ws >, 


Sir, alebough I fy u enter, In dag 


3 De ns et hos. 
to cheer my _ my eyes and my — 


Air. The Laſs of the Mill for me. 
y divines harangue as they will, 
: And damn all the pleaſures of earth; 
y their pious leaves, it's woman that ſtill 
- To. all our pleaſures gives birth. 

Tho' earth's whole domain to Adam was given, 

Nor joy nor pleaſure he found; - 
Till bleſ#d with the ſweets of a woman, by heav'n, 
And then all his bleſſings were erown'd. 
The earth's whole domain, &c. 


He ho is averſe to the pleaſures of ſenſe, 
And ſhuns the tranſporcing embrace; 
Let kim, like a Nebuchadnezzar, go hence, 

And live with the beaſts of the chace- _ 


. 


—_— s. Thee — — and I thank y 
— 9 have made me, bi 


— —-—-— 
. 
Spare. Well, Mr Catbeard, your will is your pune 
dom, and, ſince you reject my offer, in that 
command in and it is at your 
devotion ; it is a pleaſure to a noble ales © do 
beneficent ; I am never ſo happy as when I am 
oder the delight 
of my foul 
Cut. I thank Sir, I thank indeed ; 
are more than kind, OR OOT Oe 
Spare. Take another glaſs then, to moiſten your | 
throat after ſinging; and fince you have been ſo 
kind as to indulge me with a ſong, and an exqui · 
ſite one too, I will return the favour with _ 


my own z you know I ama 
7 Cs poet, Mr 


Cut, That I do, Sir, and a mortal ane $00, 2s 


Each moment has tran 


* (35) 
Mr Concordance the Schoolmaſter ſags, and he is 
wh <6 =, 5 ; 

Spare. Yes, Sir, my fame ſhall live while year 
ſucceeds to year, and tjme rolls on its courſe. 
But attend, Mr Cutbeard, to the ſong. | 


Cut. I am all attention, Sir. 
Spare. The ladies uſed to fay, that I had a fine 


s Oo N G. 
Air. The Banks of the Tweed 


When bleſs'd with the ſmiles of ſweet , 
I envy not kings of their ſway; 


ſports in ſtore, 
_ _ Celeſtially ſweet in diſplay. 
A fig for the glare of a king, - 
ies of ſtate I deſpiſe 5 
There's nought but ſweet ——, that can bring 
The trophies that wiſdom would prize. 


Let id and biti . 


Each favour that Fortune beſtows, 
The of power I diſdain, 
From —— all my happineſs flows. 
Let miſers, encircled with gold, 
Tranſportingly gaze on its charms ; 
My bliſs is complete when I fold 
The truly ſweet —— in my arms. 


Cut. well ſung indeed, Sir; the ſong 
is worthy of the ſubject, and the ſubject is wor- 
thy of the ſong; they are both inimitable in their 
kind. No wonder the ladies gave you praiſe, 


* 


. As I have ſome Wan dend to tranſact, 

I hope you will excuſe me, Sir: 

Spare. Moſt certainly, my good friend, Mr Cut- 

beard, but mind my injunction. Send the ſweet 
little * to London directly, and then, after her 


S O N 6. 


And all your friends in 2 mirth abound, 
To hail fweet —— returned. 


That night ſhall be to mirth aſſign'd, 
And pleatures of the ſoſteſt kind 
And thoſe who are not thus inclin'd, 
| Let them go hence unmourn' d 


7 
Sure. An arch fellow indeed! Were I but a8; 
| Happy as he wiſhes me, I would laugh at all the 
emoluments of a crown, but capricious Fortune 
wheels me round; now I am mounted aloft to the 
ſummit of all my wiſhes, and now I am tumbled 
head-long to the ground: Te gods, what a cajo- 
led, thwarted, and difappointed creature is man; he 
. ſurely exiſted long beforethis world had a being, and 
Was ſent hither to ſuffer for his egregious crimes ; 
he ſees and he wiſhes, but what he wiſhes, often 
no induſtry can procure. Tantalus,.in the fable,. 
is often not more miſerable than we; the evil we 
wiſh to avoid is always preſent, but the good we 
_ defire we ſeldom can attain. O Reaſon, K 
| what a dance doſt thou often lead us thou 
holdeſt out the faint glimmerings of thy light, and 
we implicitly follow wherever thou calleſt, till of- 
ten we fall head - long into the ditch; and, in place of: 
returning, as we expected, crowned with the gifts. 
of happineſs, we often return the wretched ſlaves. 
of mortification and pain! Nature is the mode. 
He who follows nature can never be unhappy. 


« Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt,. 
et Caresnot for ſervĩce, or but ſerves when preſs'd, 
«Stays till we call, and then not often near, 
«-But honeſt inſtinct comes a volunteer 
4 Sure by quick nature happineſs to gain, 
« Which heavier reaſon labours at in vain.” 
| | | 205. 


Be- gone, Reaſon, and dwell in the gloom of 
che cottage, or with the hermit in his cell; I wor- 
ſhip thee no more. Come, Nature, inſpire me 
with all thy majeſty, and let me emphatically feel: 


thy ſway : early I was "ns devotee, and all my of- 


. . „„ 


ferings ſmoked only upon thy altar: I always was 
a lover of thee and thy operations; and I never en- 
Joyed ſach felicity as when my conduct was regu- 

ated by thy heavenly dictates. Thou knoweſt 
that I always loved company, eſpecially the com- 
pany of thoſe whom I found to be thy fincere 
worthippers, and that is agreeable to thee; for 
man is naturally a ſociable, or, according to phi- 
loſophers, a gregarious animal, prone to aſſociate 
and averſe to folitude. A bottle, too, I love, and 
that likewiſe is natural, for it cheers the heart and 
elevates the foul, In fine, I love the fair ex, and 
that is alſo natural; for certainly they were in- 
tended to be loved and carefled, or why fo loving- 
ly ſweet? What though I have a wife, univerſal 
regard is a virtue: Did Abraham, Jacob, David, 
Solomon, &c. &c. thoſe men of glorious memory, 
ever confine themſelves to one woman? No, they 
were men of rank and fpirit, governors of king. 
doms, and governors of nations, the mighty of the 


earth, far above the reach of ignorant caprice, and 


vulgar control. £ 


% They knew what's what, and that's as high 
1 high 


nUDiBRAs, 


Then while nature can diate, I ſhall obey and 
worſhip no other power her will is mine, and this 


very evening * thall wait upon the amiable Miſs 


—, and a ſweet night in her arms. | 


| 


. ] P ̃]⅛O mA « 5 ff 


— 2 1 


('39 
s ON G. 


Air. y wife has ta'en the gee ; or, I care for 
xo bedy, ne not I, fince ns lady cares for me. | 


I come; thou ſource of pleaſure, 
Upon the wings of love; 
Thy favours are a treaſure 
That might enrich a Jove. 


THE END» 
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